146                 FEVER,  FAMINE, AND GOLD
sible for us, in the dark, to cross the now raging
torrent and reach it. Within fifteen minutes the
water had reached the top of the tent doors. We
thanked our stars for that lone tree, whose solitary
grandeur had impressed itself on our memories so
strongly that even in the darkness we could find it.
The pitch-black night in the tree-top seemed
never to end for Bill and myself. The branches in
which we were perched were coated with six inches
of sopping wet moss. The rain was descending in
torrents; and, soaked to the skin and chilled to the
bone, we were unable to move sufficiently even to
keep warm.
The real risk was falling asleep, tumbling out and
being carried over the now appalling cascade. We
used every artifice to keep each other awake.
We were assisted in this by a last-minute thought
I had had of bringing along our emergency bottle
of whisky. This, I assured Bill, was to be used for
medicinal purposes only. He acquiesced, and soon
an empty bottle plopped into the torrent below to
go on the long, long journey to the Amazon and
thence to the distant Atlantic Ocean.
If I had ever had any doubts about the story of
Colonel Brooks's being flooded out of his Treasure
Lake by a cloud-burst, they were quickly dispelled.
As a dismal dawn finally broke upon us through
the mist, we descended to a flooded camp. Rain
fell for two days and two nights thereafter; and,
when the sun finally shone through and the waters